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Richie purred as he slowly drifted into awareness, the scents of balsam, cinnamon, and coffee filling the air and 
a solid warmth spooned up behind him under the fleece duvet cover. The soft hiss and crackle of the gas fire 
in the hearth provided a soft undertone to the quiet sound of the stereo playing something that his sleepy 


mind vaguely recognized as being from The Nutcracker, although he couldn't put a name to the actual piece. 


He smiled as gentle fingers gathered up his hair and held it out of the way as warm lips pressed against the 
back of his neck. "Merry Christmas, Jonny," he mumbled, his voice still slurred from slumber. He rubbed his 
eyes, registering a soft glow from the fireplace and twinkling lights in the corner of the room where they had 


a decorated tree. 


The larger tree in the living room that guests would see was professionally decorated, all red and gold 
decorations and white lights, but the one in their bedroom was more reminiscent of the trees they'd both 
grown up with - multicolored lights and a mishmash of decorations ranging from simple colored glass balls to 
souvenirs from various tour stops and even an old, handcrafted Nativity set of ornaments made by Richie's 
grandmother decades earlier. Made of pill bottles covered with felt, there were Mary and Joseph, angels, 
shepherds, the Three Kings, and a walnut-shell manger with a tiny plastic baby and shredded paper straw 


inside. 


"Merry Christmas, Richie," Jon replied. He levered himself up on one elbow to lean over and give Richie a soft 


kiss. "Presents first or breakfast first? | woke up early and thought you might like breakfast in bed. Coffee, 


and cinnamon rolls with icing dip." 


"Mm," Richie purred as he returned that kiss. "Um... breakfast. Need coffee, or | won't know what the presents 


are. 


Jon chuckled warmly. "I figured. Go splash a little water on your face, love, and I'll get everything set up so we 


can eat." 


"Mmkay," Richie nodded, yawning. He rolled out of bed and shuffled into the en-suite, returning a few minutes 
later looking somewhat more alert. He climbed back into bed, shoving his pillow behind his back as he leaned up 
against the headboard. Then he grabbed the mug of steaming coffee, already fixed the way he liked it, from 
the nightstand beside him. A plate holding two cinnamon rolls, apple slices, and a little dish of icing sat beside 
the coffee. 


Jon munched on an apple slice, having the same setup on his side of the bed. "You know | already got the best 
present | can think of, right?" he said. "Waking up with my arms around you." 


Richie shook his head with a fond smile. "Swear to God, Jonny, do you ever stop with the flattery?" 


Its not flattery when it's the truth," Jon insisted. He scooped a huge dip of icing onto a relatively small piece 
of cinnamon roll, just barely getting it all into his mouth before the icing dripped. 


"All those sweet words must come from all that sugar you love so much," Richie grinned. He liked sweets well 
enough, but Jon seemed like he couldn't get through a day without two or three sugar fixes. Although to his 
credit, most days he chose something with some health benefits as well as sweetness - various fresh fruits 
or yogurt with honey. On holidays or other special occasions, though, healthy eating mostly went right out the 
window in favor of pastries or chocolate. "But | like hearing them, so you keep eating all the sweet stuff you 


like." 


Jon laughed and fed Richie a bite of cinnamon roll, with just a touch of icing on it. "I love you so much, Rich," 


he said softly. 


'| love you, too, Jon," Richie said, kissing his lover's fingertips. When they'd both finished their food, he grinned. 


"Prezzies now?" he asked. 


"You are such a big kid when it comes to Christmas and birthdays," Jon laughed. He got out of bed and stuck a 


Santa hat on Richie's head, then an elf hat on his own. "Well, come on, the presents are all under the tree." 


"Actually... lets wait a bit on the presents," Richie said. He rolled to his knees and licked a drip of icing from 
Jon's chest. "Gotta get you cleaned up first 


"Cleaned up?" Jon asked, his body reacting with definite approval of Richie's actions. "Or dirtier?" 


"How about both?" Richie suggested, waggling his eyebrows. 


Jon licked his lips and shimmied out of his sleep pants before climbing back onto the bed. "I think maybe we can 
arrange something," he said. He trailed one finger up Richie's thigh, just brushing lightly over the growing 


erection tenting his lover's sleep pants. 
"You tease," Richie murmured. 
"You like when | tease and you know it," Jon countered as he set about divesting Richie of his pants. 


"Of course | do," Richie said. "Same as you like it when | tease you." He lifted his hands to tweak Jon's ripples, 


feeling them harden under his ministrations and smiling when Jon moaned. 
"God, Richie, you know what that does to me!" the singer gasped. 


"That's why | do it," the guitarist countered before leaning down to lick and nibble one pebbled nipple. His hand 
drifted lower to lightly stroke Jon's rapidly hardening shaft. He reached for the nightstand behind him with his 


other hand and dipped his fingers into the dish of icing, smearing some onto Jon's cock. 
"What the fuck?" Jon jumped at the unexpected sensation. "Richie, what are you doing?" 


"Making my favorite treat,” Richie smirked, slipping back on the bed to settle himself between Jon's legs. "You 
are delicious," he purred as he gave teasing little ice cream cone licks to the tip of the singer's shaft before 
slowly drawing his full length into his mouth. 


"Richie, l.. oh.. God." Jon forgot what he intended to say, forgot everything except the feel of his lover's 
mouth wrapped around him. He moaned, his hips bucking a little as Richie sucked harder, then gasped when 
strong fingers caressed his balls. "Fuck, that feels good!" The guitarist hummed in agreement, the vibrations 
causing Jon to moan once more. "Richie, stop.. | want a treat too!" 


Pulling back slowly, Richie looked up at Jon with heated eyes. "Yeah?" he asked. "Sounds like a wonderful idea to 
me." He shifted position, leaning back with his legs spread and one hand lightly stroking himself. 


Jon batted his hand away. "Mine," he said with a grin as he smeared a dollop of icing over Richie's erection. 
Setting the bottle aside, he started cleaning his lover's flesh with his tongue, licking in long strokes from the 
base to the tip of his shaft while caressing his inner thighs. 


"Feels so good, Jon," Richie panted out. "God.. | feel sorry.. for anyone.. who doesn't know just what.. what else 
you can do.. with that mouth... besides sing.." 


Jon purred, sending vibrations along Richie's shaft that caused the guitarist's hips to jerk. 


"Oh God.. so good, Jonny." Richie reached down and tugged lightly on his lover's hair. "Stop, love.. | wanna be 


inside you." 


"And | want you inside me," Jon murmured. He got on his hands and knees, bracing himself against the 


headboard and arching his back to better display his tight pucker. "Like what you see?" 


"Oh hell yeah," Richie breathed, reaching for the lube in the nightstand drawer. At the last second, he scooped 
up a bit of icing instead, spreading the stuff down Jon's ass crack and then leaning down to lap it up, his 
tongue swirling over the singer's entrance and just lightly probing. 


"Richie, what..°" Jon started to ask, the question vanishing in a cry of pleasure when he felt his lover's tongue 
in the last place he ever expected it. "Oh... oh God.. Richie!" 


"| wanted another treat," Richie murmured with a wicked grin as he coated his fingers with lube and started to 


prepare his lover for entry. "And you're delicious." 


Jon moaned, his hips bucking into those probing fingers. "Richie, now, please, now!" he cried out. "Need you so 


bad..." 


Richie withdrew his fingers and sank his cock into Jon's welcoming heat. "God, you're so hot and tight," he 
murmured, leaning over his lover and moving Jon's hair aside to kiss the back of his neck. "And you hit such 


sweet notes when | fuck you, too." He reached around to caress Jon's throbbing shaft in time with his thrusts. 


"Fuck... Richie.. yesss!" Jon's cries and moans grew increasingly incoherent before he stiffened and howled, 


spilling himself over his lover's caressing hand. 


Richie strained forward with a soft cry of his own as he climaxed deep within his lover's welcoming heat. 
Shaking, he rolled the two of them to the side, cradling Jon close as they both tried to catch their breath. "| 


love you," he whispered against Jon's ear. 


"Love you too," Jon murmured in return, basking in the closeness. But after a moment, he chuckled softly. "I 


guess we better shower before we open presents, then?" he asked. 


"Probably a good thought," Richie agreed. “Besides, | gotta brush my teeth before | can kiss you, considering 


where my mouth's just been" 
Jon laughed. "Well... | won't argue that one! Guess we need to get up, then" 


The couple eased out of bed and made their way into the bathroom. Richie brushed his teeth while Jon started 
the shower, and they took turns washing each other's backs and hair. Afterwards, they pulled on clean sleep 
pants and wrapped up in fuzzy robes to sit on the floor by their bedroom Christmas tree and open presents. 


By mutual agreement, these were mostly small items - books and games that could easily be brought on tour. 


The exceptions were necklaces - guitar pick-shaped pendants on steel chains. To their surprised pleasure, 
despite having shopped separately, they'd both gotten the same engraving on the pendants - the recipient's 
name, and a line from one of the songs they'd written together: | can always run to you. 

"Put it on me?" Richie requested. 

"Yeah, if you'll put mine on me," Jon said. 

The two men clasped the necklaces around each other's necks and kissed softly. 


"Merry Christmas, Jon" 


"Merry Christmas, Richie." 


